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N unusual sound eame from beyond the

clump of blossoming lilaes in Central

Park and Yetta stopped to listen.  She

wius not une imaginative hild ; the two

thonsamd years that her aneestors had  spent in
Furapean Gihettng did not quicken her cur to nature,
but even to her the sound did not seem Like the note
of o hird
bravches were pushed wside and the explunation of

The Blossoms nodded and dipped ns the

the music

throngh,
The children stood and studied ench other sl

This hoy saw a plump hittle giel of the blonl

u httle |m.\‘ holding o violin, erowded

cimly
JI'“I\'E l_\"ll'. r!l‘l'w-'vll ill nn I“ Hltmp npron llf n-
guinly lepgth, with a famboyant purple bow in her
tightly braided hair. She was o thoroughly plebeinn
child, stolid und nneompromising, an enbrayo, Yid
dishe frau, true descendant of a long line of house
keeping aneestresses.  The ragged boy looked at her
out of sooty eyes betwoen curling black lashes, In
his brown skin showed the sun of Ttaly, and his hair
twisted into ringe and spirals ut the ends, The girl
seemed pleased with her inspection, and after a
moment's hesitation, she turned rn':u;lllll'[v townrd n
bench at the edge of the puth and seated herself with
the exaggerated boldness of o shy ehild. The boy
fullowed and sat down at the other end

“I heard you play it,"" said the girl, pointing to
the o -1“'[1.

Yes | ||]||.)' now 1 il}u}' if 1 wish,

and he hugged the violin as though it werd alive,

Y What is your name "’ she queried.

My name

oli, ves 2

-1 am Uiovanni. "

My name s Yetta Sulsky,” she volunteered
““Mine father, Mr. Sulsky, he hus a place by Division
Street — he
clothes

miakes clothes for the ladies—oh, many
many, many ladies. My mutter she is dead
sinee it was Yom Kippur and mine father he nin't
£t e no new mutter again. My father, Mr. Sulsky,
he is & rich man now; we ain't no more living by
Washington Street, '’

" Where do you live?"’ inqnired Giovanni.

""We live by Madison Avenue, since it was the
Purim —oh, by a large swell house. and all the swell
peaple eating by the table; but T ain't having a glad
to live by Madison Avenue 1 ain’t! There was a
lot of ehildren by Rivington Street whers we WS
live, we ain't have no swell house by Rivington
Street, but there was many children.
some swell kids here

Only was
Mayhe they ain’t talk with me
~Oh, T ain't throw no glid no more!"’

The girl’s stolid fuce crinkled into a sob and her
opaque blue eyes filled with tears.  Giovanni had not
understood more than half of what she said. but bis
tender little Ttalinn heart was touched. and he edged
nearer glong the hench.

I, too,"" he said. ‘T too—T am alone
%0, and he laid his hand on hers, “So—1 am in
Halin—Oh, the sky! The monntain!
Allthe day Tam in the sun. Al the day T make the
music of my conntry! But see agnin!  Comes the
winter—there is no sun—there is not to eat—no
die!” and the
curled lashes closed over the vivid eves, while the
enrly head sank back in a pantomime of death.
*“Comes the padrona. Says, ‘See there is Amerika'

all with the white hread, and the good oil. and the
onion. It is but to take and eat! Come with me to
Amerika!™ And T think T see the good white hread
of Amerika—1I smell the good onion of Amerika—1
come !—Do I see the onion, the oil, the white hread
Never—no! T make hlack the shoe of the man—the
shoe of the lady —T give the money to the padrona.
And oh there is no blue of the sky, but alwavs black

ek
onion
msie

See it s

The flower!

olive, no chestont, no polenta! [

no warm of the sun—no good oil and
the padrona permits not that T make the
Never!
heart the voice of my country —my Ttalin! Wait —1
play it for you!"" And from the violin under his
chin he drew softly the air of Santa Lueia,

The girl listened in hewilderment,

And always comes singing in my

T her o
country was merely a loeation; not a personality
that it shonld have a vaice.  She had no country of
her owng and in her race patriotism had become hut
a dream of a walled eity; of kings annointed of God
of a temple, and of treasures of gold and freasnres
of silver.  All the foree which might have been love
of conntry, concentrated itself in love of family and
of yaeo; and while Yetta did not grieve for her na-
tive Galieiu, or the mora remote Jernsalem, or even
for Rivington Street as a place; she did Tong for the
Jewish children of the slums.

But to the little Ttalian te music was a voiee
of the living futherland—Tt spoke of the roeks and
hills that had been part of the Ttalian's soul even
since his remote ancestor erossed the Rubicon with
C'easar or shonted the name of Octavius on the field
of Phillippi—TITis race had hred with every congner-
er; but thongh blood had mingled again and again,
all the diverse people had become children of the
sume sky, loyal to the same mountains, voicing their
joy in the same langhing musie, sons of the same
abnndant mother and more loving of her than of
each other,
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A Candle to the
Virgin Mary
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s wee M Chovinnd Langhed, thoneh the tears

were on hisc lishes, It s my conntry
But Yettn eontinned to wateh him steadily as
the wtewin of Santa Loein died nway.
",

pliny

Yoltn - s wone
I hive oo one, 1o See, T have left that prit-
‘Il'll[lil
my greal onein Habin,” And the hu.\ ' YR fenstid
on the sinmer bty of Centeal Park,

there s our tree; 1 He beside it in the night and
the sturs over we ax in Italia —and in the day 1
ke the voiee of iy eonntey, "’ and he earessed the
violin.  ““Then the wen and the Jadies they give me
the money and 1 eat — See
And he disappenred in the bushes with his violin,
In & moment he returned withont the instrument,
hut with a large, round cooky, a stick of striped
“Ree—Yelta

you shall eat also,”™

see— 1 will show—"'

candy and four pennies in his hands,
I have these ull
und sitting down beside her on the beneh, he thrust
the cooky into her hands, and bit off a piece of the
candy for himself. Yetta's white teeth met slowly in
# half-moon through the eake, and she saw that the
candy was being held out 1o her, too; slowly she
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Inid the eooky on the seat between them and reached
for the enndy, and a8 soon as her fingers had closed
on it, Giovanni snatched up the cake and bit out
another half-moon as nearly as possible like the one
she hnd tuken and was holding out to her again.
She luid down the eandy and took the cake, and the
boy instantly siezed and cracked off another pieee
with his teeth, o turn and turn about, the children
ate, and then Giovanni canght the girl's hand and led
her onto the grass, where they plaved and chattered
happily until the spots of sun  faded from the
mendow and warned Yetta that she must “go by
Madison Avenue to meet mine father, Mr. Slusky. "

The next day and the next the ehildeen met in
the park and played under the trees. Yetta was
usually uncomprehending of Giovanni’s poetic en-
thusinsm, but she was fascinated by her very mys.
tifieation. There were plenty of children in the park
but these two were thrown upon each other for com.
panionship, beeause not one of the trim nurse-maids
wonld allow her charges to play either with the rag-
ged, barefoot Ttalian boy, or with the little Jowish
maiden, who proclaimed her motherless state as well
ns her recent transplantation from the Ghetta by
every button of her ill-fitting shoes, in every ribbon
of her manbraided hair and in the heterogenons and
imceoherent garments with which the affection of Mr.
Slusky adoruned her small plump person.

One day Giovanni met her with an overtlowing
burst of enthnsiasm,

“Oh, Yettu

Yetta and Gio always

it 18 that we shall always be together
See, see—1 know—T—And
I shull have always the sky of blue and make von
to hear the voice of my Italin—="" And the violin
breathed forth Sunta Lucia as he talked —** Yes, it
15 so! Nee, it was but yesterday when I say—Ah,
the dear Virgin, 1 have not given one candle for her
sinee I have come to Amerika—I have forgot all
the time—And now, see, if I give not a candle she
will make to go all the sun, and the flower! Yetta
will come no more! And I must make black the
shoe of the man and the lady —so [ go quick and buy
me one little eandle, and go with it to the top of
the hill where is one so large rock—there is not the
Holy Mother to see, but 1 think her eyes shall look
all the way from my Italia—So I make the candle
to burn and then I ask the blessed Maria that she
shall not divide me from my Yetta and will let me
make always the music of my ecountry and not to
make bluek the shoes—So, Yetta, it is that 1 have
give a candle to the Toly Viegin, and she shall make
it all well for us

Yetta looked at him blankly —what was this talk
of eandles and virgins that she shonld reward i
more than still aiv!  Tler little housewifely heart
did not hasten nor her full Blue eves lighten i ces-
PHONSE,

The next day was Sunday, and Mr, Sulsky kept
it in the Christian fashion to the extent of refrain-
ing from business, arraying himself in splendid
raiment, and walking with Yetta in the park. 1lis
silk hat gleamed as brightly as his shoes, he puffod
a long, black eigar, and proudly he led by the hand
a little danghter resplendent in an amazingly incon-
grions colleetion of cheap finery,  Suddenly the
Sunta Luein eame faintly from the distance. Yeita
grasped her father’s hand wmore tightly, and he
having no preference in the matter of direction,
permitted her to lead him toward the sound. The
air grew louder and stopped in a chorus of handelap-
ping as they rounded a turn in the*path. Giovanni
stood before them, and into the little brown hand
that he held out in lien of a cap, a erowd of pleas-
ure seekers were dropping pennies, and niekles, and
even dimes, When the boy saw Yetta, he ran for-
ward, and caught her hand, telling her impulsively
of a squirrel he had seen that morning and, then
turning quickly, he caught his violin again under
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My Italia!'" |

It s with me you shall

I have van and ran, till 1 have found hm'ul
my blue sky und my fower, and the Little hill like |

“And see!

By

hig ehin and swung onee more into Santa Lucia A
new st of prople wipe ]m“im..’ hy this time and 1||'-_'.'.
tod, pased, and the harvest of pennies was again |
bountiful . Mr, Sulsky watehed with a rapidly "¢l1.-|'
enlating eye, e did not have the most rudimentiry
knowledge of musie, bt he had the delight of his
race in the peeformanee of ehildren ; and the commer- |
cigl instict which had enabled him to "\U'imn-_'r|
Rivington Street for Madison Avenue on the steeneth |
of a clothing store in the Ghetto, was mentally trans |
lating Giovapni from the gravel path to the vand
ville stage.  Yetta had told him of the boy, but the
aceconnt had not interested him until now that the

object of it was actually before his eyes. He chewed
his eigar meditatively as the hoy came back to Yetta
He notieed how full the 1t
tle brown hand was of money, and with sudden de-

after his performunce.

cision, asked Giovanni if he would like to come home
with them to dinner.  On the boy's joyful assent, the
three left the park and made their way to the Madi-
son Avenue boarding-house,

While the children amused each other Mr, Sulsky
walked up and down, perfecting the details of his
scheme ; and emitting clouds of smoke and incoherent
The boy stayed with them

Yiddish exelumations.
that night and slept for the first time in his vagerant
little life in a real bed with sheots, pillows and
coverlets, It conld not be said that he exaetly slept |
fl'“'

clothes, and tried to sleep. 1t was so different a had-

in the bed but he lay upon it, in all of his

room from the ground wunder the lilae bushes where
he was nsed to lie, that he was restless, and got up

again and again to examine different things in the
room which the traveling squares of moonlight from
the window brought into view. For him it was not
a night of rest, but a night of wonder at the com:
mon things of life,

On Monday Mr. Slusky visited the studio of the
great Herr Klaf. The musician was disconraging
at first—he had seen so many of these natural geni-
uses who bad nothing more than a little facility of
the fingers to recommend them—and was not anxi-
ous to listen to another. But at last Mr. Sulsky’s
perseverance won, and Herr Klaf agreed to
Giiovanni.

““All right,”" he said. *Bring him in on Wednes.
day —I'll see him after lunch. Bring his musie along
and I'll see is he has anything in him—don't forget
the musie, "’

see

Mr. Sulsky went away in perplexity—Could the
hoy play from musie? Or eould he not?
“Giovanni," said he after ninner, “make for us
some musie by vonr viddle—hein?
"~ The hoy snatched np his violin and swung into
his beloved Santa Lucia; then swept on to other airs
which had rung in his ears from the streets of Naples
till they beat in the very rhvthm of his blood.
“hut—gt,”" Mr. Sulsky said after each com-
position: and when the boy stor xed he went down
to the parlor of the boarding-house and, taking the
first piece of music from the top of the piano,
brought it up and requested Giovanni to play that.
The boy looked at it helplessly and shook his head.
“I can not hear it sing, Senor—these marks in
the paper—I ean not get it in my ears that I should

When Mr. Sulsky Played

MARTHA S.

make it sing again for you, I—I—I am sorry,
Senor!"’

Angel

BENSLEY
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Mr. Sulsky was diseontented.  Should the beaus
tiful scheme which he had been elaborating sinee
the day before fail for such a canse? But his com-
mereinl ingennity bronght him a saving idea,

“Play the musie for me again, already,” he
commanded, and at the end of the Santa Lueia he
stopped Giovanni and inquired the name of what
he had played and wrote it down in his note book,
After every piece he wrote its name till he had as
complete a list as the boy was capable of giving of
hig repertoire,

That night Mr. Sulsky bronght home two bun-
dles—One contained the music of as many of Gio-
vanni’s pieees as he eould find. The other eontain-
e clothes for the hoy. In the purchase of these
elothes Mr. Sulsky’s florid faney had been curbed
only by the limitations in eolor and cut of the ready-
wade clothing market. And it took all Giovanni's
simptuons eoloring to keep in the backgronnd the
blue trousers, pink shirt and erimson tie in which
he .':]‘[H-:ll‘ml before Herr Klaff,

At that interview Mr. Sulsky exhibited a mas-

| terly generalship, and proved himself worthy the

proud place he was destined to ocenpy in the eloth-

ing trade. The master arranged the musie stand at

| the proper height for the boy and stationed him

before it; then Mr. Sulsky placed upon it the first
piece of musie in his hand and said to the boy,
“Nanta Lucia, Giovanni,”" The master had taken
up his own violin to accompany the boy, but as the
little fellow swung into the air and the beloved
voiee of Italia spoke from under his bow the man's
instrument dropped and he merely beat time Mr,
Nulsky was watching Herr Klaff with the eyes of a
cat and they glittered when he saw the musician’s
pleasure.  Quick as Giovanni stopped he was ready
with another sheet of musie, and placing it before
the child, announced its name, and the boy obed-
wntly played what the man told him without in
the least understanding why the paper with the
black spots was put before him. He played on and
on whatever the man who had befriended him asked
for, and the old bearded master kept time with his
bow, and with half-shut eyes drank in the purity of
the sonnd. When the voice of Italia had at last
died away the old musician turned his back on the
boy and looked out of the window over the roofs of
New York for a long moment. Then he pressed a
fervid German kiss npon the boy's cheek.

“Yes—yes—I will take him, Mr. Sulsky—he shall
study—he shall play—1It shall not only be the voice
of Italy that speaks throngh him, but the voice of
all the world—Oh, yes—I will take him—Herr Gott
—Will T nott"

On the way back to the boarding-house *‘by
Madison Avenue,”” Mr. Sulsky watehed his little
protege with a mixture of pleasurable sensations,
Foremost among them was the feeling of the spec-
ulator who views what is likely to prove a profitable
mvestment; but there was also the Jewish lgve of
children, and the self-congratulation of one who is
doing a praiseworthy action.

““Oh, Yetta Mia,”” laughed the boy to the girl
that day, “‘is it not as I said? It is that I shall
never make black the shoe of the man or of the lady
onee more—but always to be with you—and play—
play. It was all that little candle to the Virgin—
Her eyes say it elear from Italia, Yetta Mia!”
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A STRONG
INDORSEMENT OF

NEWBRO’S
HERPICIDE

“Having suffered for yegrs with a very

obstinate case of dandrufi and falling hair,

I had almost despaired when a lady friend

induced me to try Newbro's Herpicide ,

Now after a thorough trial I cannot say enough

in praise of it. From a dull lustreless head of
hair I have beautiful head of glossy hair which I can
only thank Herpicide for."

(Signed) MADLME THEKA.

New York, N, Y. Care New York Clipper,

“As good as Herpicide" is the familiar elaim that

is made for many so-called germedestroying hair rem-
edies, Newbro's Herpicide is the ORIGINAL regnedy
that kKilla the dandruff germ and its wonderful success
and popularity account for the increasing nuwmber of
imitations of if.
..Why Not get the original?
Substitutes are always disappointing,

Herpicide kills the germ that causes dandruff, itch-

ing scalp and falling hair, Extraordinary results fol-
low its use, Stopa itching of scalp instantly, At
Drug Stores. Send 1oc in-stamps to The Herpicide

Co., Dept. N, Detroit, Micl, for a sumple,

T. F. LAURIN et

AGENT

MADAME THEKA
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